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The stars his tire of light, and rings, obtained,

The cloud his bow, the fire his spear,
The heavens his azure mantle gained,

And when they asked what he would wear,
He smiled, and said as he did go,
" He had new clothes a-making, here, below."

I write from memory; the lines have been my
lesson, ever since 1845, of the noblesse of
thought which makes the simplest word best.

And the Campo Santo of Pisa is absolutely
the same in painting as these lines in word.
Straight to its purpose, in the clearest and most
eager way; the purpose, highest that can be; the
expression, the best possible to the workman ac-
cording to his knowledge. The several parts of
the gospel of the Campo Santo are written by
different persons; but all the original frescoes
are by men of honest genius. No matter for
their names ; the contents of this wall-scripture
are these,

First, the Triumph of Death, as Homer, Vir-
gil, and Horace thought of death. Having been
within sight of it myself, since Oxford days; and
looking back already over a little Campo Santo
of my own people, I was ready for that part of
the lesson.

Secondly, the story of the Patriarchs, and of
their guidance by the ministries of visible angels;
that is to say, the ideal of the life of man in its
blessedness, before the coming of Christ. majestic robes of glory,
